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[ONE PENNY. 
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SLOPER AT THE GUILDHALL ANQUET. 
“ Papa’s speech at the Lord Mayor’s Banquet on Wednesday is creating a big sensation, and it is openly said that in future it will not be the Prime Minister’s 
speech that each year is looked forward to with such interest, but the speech of the Member for Shoe Lane. Papa scored tremendously when, patting the Lord 
Mayor on the head, he said, ‘ You commence work to-morrow, my boy ; let your first duty be the welfare of the London Poor. 1 will help you.’ ”’—ToorsiE. 


A TALE OF WOA! 
An Unreported Incident of the Lord Mayor's Show. THE MAD PARSON. 

ACCORDING to Thackeray, “ Werter had a Jove for Char- 
lotte, euch as words could never utter. Would you know 
how first he met her? She was cutting bread and butter.” 
Charlotte was, however, a married lady, he goes on to tell 
us, and Wertera moral man, and so under the circumstances 
he deemed it advisable to blow out his own brains and save 
further unpleasantness; and Charlotte, thereon “havin 
seen his body Borne before her ona shutter, Like a well- 
conducted person, Went on cutting bread and butter.” 

The case of Miss Martha Reay and the Rev. James Hack- 
man was different, and as long volumes have been written 
on the subject, I will try and bortly re-tell the story. 

Miss Reay, then, was the daughter of a staymaker in 
Covent Garden, and served her apprenticeship to a mantua- 
maker, in George's Court, St. John's Lane, Clerkenwell. She 
was bound when only thirteen ; and during her apprentice 
ship was taken notice of by a nobleman, who took her under 
his protection, and treated her with every mark of tender- 
ness. At the time of her being introduced to Mr. Hackman 
(then an ensign in the 68th Regiment of Foot, and down in 
Su - Aes Cony = Huntingdon in command of a recruiting party) she had lived 
= | : —— - with her noble protector during a period of nineteen years, 

and in the course of that time had borne him nine children. 
Although Miss Reay was nearly twice the age of Mr, Hack- 


= - = «. — 


2. “I shay, boy (hic), thish don't seemsh to be the 3. The doo ed. “Drat yer imperdence,” 


1, Buggins had been engaged to take part in the r n 
potas Now, Samo and Pongo,” shouted he,“re-  waysh to the Lord Mayrsh (hic) Show.” said Buggins.” shouted Mrs. Grubbs, “ keep yer ‘lympias in yer own | Man when invited to Lord Sandwich’s house, no sooner had 
member the hononr of the Bugginses is at stake.” “ Dat’s so,” responded Pongo, holding up a door. country. Take that!” [General upset and collapse, | he seen her than he became violently enamoured of her. 
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“Now, what is the ruling gradient of a road ?” asked a survey, 
of a pupil. “Shure, the rael ingradient of all the roads I've seen fe 
| broken granite stones, or else tlints,” replied the pupil from th. 
| Emerald Isle. * 


a 


It was while he was tormented by this unhappy and ungovernable 
passion, Which seemingly she did not reciprocate, that he found 
that any hopes which he might entertain of preferment in the army 
were nut likely to be realised, and he determined to turn his 
thoughts to the church. In pursuance of this design he took 
orders and obtained the living of Wiverton, in Norfolk, only about 
Christmas preceding the deed which cost him his life. It appears 
that he begged her to leave Lord Sandwich and marry him whilst 
he was still in the army; but, as Walpole put it, “she did not 
choose to carry a knapsack "—and still less did she care for the 
humdrum life he now olfered her, 

How long he had been in London previous to the murder is not 
certainly known; but at the time of its occurrence he lodged in | 
Duke's Court, St. Martin’s Lane. On the morning of the 7th of 
spel 1779, he sat for a considerable time iu his closet, readin 
« Blair's Sermons ;" but in the evening he took a walk to the Ad- 
tmiralty, where he saw Miss Reay go into the coach along with 
Signora Galli, who attended her. The coach drove to Covent 
Garden Theatre, where the ladies stayed to sve the performance of | 
Love ina Village, and Mr, Hackman went into the theatre at the | 
same time; but not being able to contain the violence of his 
jealousy at seeing the attention paid her by other men, he returned, 
and again went to his lodgings, and having loaded two pistols went 
to the playhouss, where he waited till the play was over. 

Seeing Miss Reay ready to step into the ceach, he took a pistol 
in each hand, one of which he discharged against her, which killed 
her on the spot, and the other at himself, which, however, did not | 
take effect. He then Leat himself with the butt-end on his head, 
in order to destroy himself, so fully was he bent on the destruction 
of both; but after a struggle he was secured, his wounds dressed, | 
and then he was carried before Sir John Fielding, who committed | 
him to Tothill Ficlds’ Bridewell, and next to Newgate, where a 
person was appointed to attend him, lest he should commit suicide, 

In Newgate, as he knew he had no favour to expect, he prepared 
himself for the awful change which was about to take place. He 
had dined with his sister on the day on which the murder was 
committed, and in the afternoon he wrote a letter to her husband, 
Mr. Booth, an eminent attorney, informing him of his intention tu 
destroy himself. 

At his trial, the unhappy man heard the sentence pronounced 
against him with calm resignation to his fate, and employed the 
very short time then allowed murderers after conviction in repent- 
ance and prayer. | 

During the procession to Tyburn he seemed much affected, and | 
said but little; and when he arrived there, and got out of the | 
coach, and mounted the cart, he took leave of Dr. Porter and the 
Ordinary in the most affectionate manner. He was executed the 
19th of April, 1779, about two years after “the unfortunate Dr. 
Dodd,” whose execution he witnessed, 

* 


Jones, Hallo, Smith, old man, how are you? Believe me, | 
sympathise with you deeply. N 
| Smith, Sympathise with me! What for? 
Jones, Why, about your w:fe, of course, 
Smith, You are under a misapprehension, my boy. The missis 
has runaway. You must keep your sympathy until she returns 
| if she does—which, heaven prevent, ; 
* 


* 
HE stood about six feet three in his socks, and with a number of 
others was talking about the fever epidemic. “ Well,” observed on.. 
of them, “you needn't be afraid, anyhow.” “ Why not?” enquired 
Longshanks, “Because whatever happens,you are bound to live} 
* 


ong. 


WELL drive away the monied men 
From out of Erin's Isle, 
For sure we're neither wanting them 
Nor Saxon money vile. 
With them, of course, will go the police— 
How happy. we shall be ! 
No work, no gold, no police, no food— 
In short, we shall 2 free ! 


Sot? 
San 


S 
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i 
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| 
| “I'LL bet you drinks round,” said a stranger in the private bar 
of the “Sloper’s Arms,” “that even while I’m asleep I can keep my 
| eye upon dein ore the rcom that I wish.” “Oh, rubbish! [t's 
| impossible! I'll bet you,” replied a member of our Staff. “Well, 


| here’s the eye, and now if you have doubts——” said the stranger. 
taking out his glass eye. ee 
* 


ScENE—“ The Steyne,” Brighton, 

Native (to visitor), There, you see him? that is Mr. Forceps, the 
small dentist. 

Mr. Forceps (turning round, and politely raising his hat). | 
beg your pardon, ladies, I am a small man, but I am anything bn 
a smail dentist, as I shall be happy to prove, if either of you hay 

; need of my services, ** 


| A WELL-KNOWN deadhead had written to the manager of a 
theatre for age for a certain night, and had received a stall in 


reply. He then wrote asking whether the manager would not b- 

kind. enough also to embrace his wife, thinking to get another 

ticket. But the manager wrote back: “ Dear S'r,—[ don't mini 

embracing your wife if she is young and pretty, but [am somewhat 
: * * » * * particular in my taste.” « 

“ Billiam the Begor—ed,” murmured Alexandry, the same Blue- * 

Eyed, Bloodless Boy already alluded to in these touching chronicles 


of corroding crime, “you who have had books from the library, Youthful Masher. Ab, Miss Longsox, you have for ever destroyed 
i) 
| 


my peace of mind. Cruel, cruel girl ! 
‘Lardi, Never mind, Mr. Succane, it was a very little piece, you 
know. * * 


you who have studied the glowing pages of romance, and soothed 
your troubled soul with passionate poetry—you, the brother of the 
uteous, chaste, ethereal Eveliny, I pray, you tell me what is 
Love, and have you, O Higgins, ever loved?” 
“No fear,” said Higgins—“ ain't sich a hass!” 
(Newt week a better one than ever.) 


ONE evening, when repeated doses of champagne had broken down 
the false conventialisms of society, Tottie Goodenough enquired of 
his Grace why he had never married. “Well, my dear,” replied the 
Dook Snook, “the fact is, I am so tall, that when | stretch out | 
always have to lie from corner to corner in bed, so there would uot 
be room for a wife, that’s the truth.” 

* 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

1 
*,* Owing to the demand on our space, we cannot guarantee to 
auswer Correspondents immediately on the receipt of their 
ueries— particularly the queerest ; but all questions put to 
the Editor, or to any member of “THE FAMILY,” will be 
answered in due course. Correspondents wishing their MSS. 
or Sketches to be returned should enclose stamps for that 


Womay isa tricky thing— 
Young man, don't you forget it ; 
Ponder ere you buy the ring, 
Or else you may regret it. 
* 
* 

“You may be eure that young man will make his mark yet.” 
declared a partial friend. “He may—very probably he will—for | 
am sure he will never be able to write,” answered the wearie 
editor, placing the said young man’s contribution in the warte- 


paper basket. *,* 


Walker. Have you heard that Noodle has brain fever? 

Sharpshins. That must be wrong. I am sure there is no founda- 
tion for that report. 

Walker. Why so? 

Sharpshins. Because the man never had any brains, so ther 
could be no foundation for the fever. 


purpose, 


PADDY etd —Very good, Send us one, post paid.—A. D, 
LivaANDAY (Mi 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 185.—The “ Procession" Costume. 


dleton Square, E.C.).—Never mind, old chappiv. 
What does it matter, so long as ercryone is happy ?—F¥. J. SACK- 
son (Upper Park Street, Islington).— Thanks, The “bor” has been 
placed inthe * Muxrum,”——T, ARTHUR ROUSE (Percy Street West, 
North Shields ).— Arp your hair on !——C. H. GUEST (Broad Street, 
Birmingham).— All in good time, old pal—— JOHN GREIG ( Melrose | 
Gardens, West Kensington Park).—ALLY hopes you trotted up to 
* The Sloperies” the other Saturday, and was satisficd. — 
A. C. HALL (Gaisford Street, Kentish Town),—TZhank you ; but of 
nv us’. ——LILLY SMITH (Great Portland Street, W.).—All right, 
my darling ; ALLY will remember you some day.—A, HIGGIN- 
sON.— Utterly useless, thanks, ——MRS, W ELDON (Tavistock House, 
Tavistock Square).—ALLY SLOPER, Esq., F.0.M. and F.O.W., is 
much obliged for your little pamphlet, which he will peruse during 
his first leisure moments. FISHING RoD.—Jt has becn placed 
amoung Alexandry's division of the“ Slopcrian Relics.” Thanks. 


= 
“CLARA, my dear,” said Mrs. Fuzzy, “I would rather you did 
not encourage young Jenkins so much; your father has seen him 
at certain loose places of an evening where no respectable man has 
a right to go.” “Then what was father doing there?” enquired 
Clara. “Ha! I never thought of that,” cried Mrs, Fuzzy, throuzh 
her clenched teeth. “I'll find out.” 
[Poor Fuzzy ! He'll get it hot when he comes home. 
* 
* 


—~—— 


“ALLY SLOPERS HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulationofany Illustrated Paper in Great Britain, Stern Housekeeper. Look here, baker, your bread yesterday was 
Forwarded toany Pg sf the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, Be 
and United States of America, pust-free : 


| 

| 

| 

| * 
yeast, and it’s so strong, that it’s made all the bi dreadful light. 

3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. Smiler. Oh, lor'! why the *,” 
| 
‘ 


Dickens did T cat that onion? fiat Wee Gass eastied) dan tay tak ‘ 
4 71K e ca at onion { ! Just my luc! ‘4 . > itti i r 
ie In Nampe or P.0.03 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 7 And I'vo got to meet that pretty —always too late. I meant to Te on Youne pony had been ae ye side id Se 
THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, | widow in an hour's time, wo, with her myself and show her about | Minutes without saying a word, when the young lady observed C3 
| corec It! the country. it was cold. “Yes, it is, very,” exclaimed Softy, desperately goinx 
PARIS = —— _—_______——-. - ' in for it neck or nothing. “What a pity it is that—er—ice and frost 


always come in the winter when it's so cold ; it would be so much 
nicer in the hot weather, wouldn't it ue 
* 
* 
I AM one of the unemployed— 
To get work I'd be overjoyed ; 
For I’m ina fix 
With my wife and six, 
| While the pantry of grub is void. 
1 am one of the unemployed— 
With work I should be much annoyed ; 
But I'll talk and shout, 
And march round about, 
Till a jeweller’s shop's destroyed, 


On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by | 


ght. y 
‘Baker. Yes'm. Very sorry ; but we've been trying a new kind of 
special arrangement at our | 


e . 
ol Oo 
alnd the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” will be given for the 

Best Four-Line Verse on | 


P.C. HNDACOTT. | 


Lach Line to begin and end with the Letters as shown hereunder: | 


E.. 3 i Ly 
. x“ * 
a = : \S 3 Cine Z “ WHAT are you doing there, my dear?" asked a loving husband. 
A. RS Lop aa Oi ae ed “Can't you see I'm dusting the furniture?” replied his better-half. 
BoC OUR Co : Heavy Tragedian, This is no time for jest ; recollect we are out of work,and in | “If you asked me, I should say you were undusting it,” said he. 


As there is sure to be a Government Prosecution over this Com- | ‘anger of joining the ranks of the unemployed. Comedtan. Might do worse, 
petition, address all envelopes to— | Crusher, my boy ; can keep our hand, or rather our voice in, by spouting, anyhow. 


“ 4, SLOPER'S SOLICITOR,” ay aa 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 


".* The List will close SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 19TH, 1887. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


SS. 
“T HATE no one,” observed the Rev. Ebenezer Blowhard, the 


“How is that, Mr, Cleverstics?” returned she. “Why, if you 
sprinkle a thing with flour, you say that you are dusting it; sv 
when you take the dust e/a thing, you must surely be undustipy 
it.” sf 


* 

Temperance Advocate, 1 can asssure you, Mr. McGooseley, that 
when you are really thirsty there is nothing in the world that can 
compare to a drink of pure cold water. A 

Me Gooscley. Ver lik'ly, old fier, ver’ lik’ly ; but I’m nev'r shufl- 
eshently car'lesh to ‘low myshelf to get thirshty! Alwaysh take 
drink jes’ before. . 


other evening, after his fifth tumbler of hot rum and water. “ But ‘ 5 A sos t 
Brother Robinson is very proud and stiff-necked, and last week he “ARE you ure ¢ ‘red 2” enquired a visitor at 
said he thought I was a hypocrite, so if the Lord has a small the seaside * the Jandlady. ye hy. 
thunderbolt to spare, I think it would be well bestowed there.” they’ve ° veain’t had lodger=, 
* the « e ourselves. 
Young Sharpshins. Papa, what is the meaning of the last shall Poe Reece eee ; Sey 
be fra ond the tirst last? f 1 cat Week's “ALLY o... -iOLIDAY,” a” 
Old Sharpshins. Oh, that refers to the boot trade, my dear. In Sor Many Weeks toe vcs 


SOMETHtNG 
ee be given away each week to every +t tser of the Payrr 
“My gracious, P., what a man you are!” ejaculated Mrs. Pen- which will 


hecker. “I’m sure I don't know what you would do without a COLD SPECIFICS. i CRIM. CON. CASE. % : 
OPEN YOUR *. -ES! 


wife.” “Doas I like,” murmured Penhecker, sotto voce, Ladner tries them all wiih success. Vickhead fails to gather 
: 


making a boot the ast is always the first thing used. 
-_* 
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TOOTSIE AT OLYMPIA. 


—~—- 


CCORDING to the Dook Snook, to whom I generally appeal, in 
eee matters, in the good old days among the ancient Greeks, no 
women were per- 
mitted to be 

resent at the 

lympian games; 
and whoever 
dared to trespass 
this law, was im- 
mediately thrown 
down froma rock, 
| which must have 
' been worse than 
chucking them 
from the gallery 
to the pit. This 
; rule, however, 
| presently fell into 

- disuse, either 
i because it was 
if thought to hurt 
‘ the women too 

much, or it was 

too much trouble 
je pulling them up 
yj to the top of the 
f rock before pitch- 
ing them over, 
for Snook says 
he finds that 
women were not 
only present, 
but took part in 
the games, and 
sometimes won 
prizes, 

I certainly advise you to pay a visit to the Paris Hippodrome 
Company at your earliest convenience, for the show is a brave one 
this season, and a very great improvement upon the last entertain-" 
ment sent over. Perhaps the managers took a stroll round then— 
for, if you remember, there were a lot of circuses about last winter 
—and came to the conclusion that we were, perhaps, in the habit 
of seeing one or two pretty tidy things which do not come from 
Paris, or go there, either. One of the most striking features at 
Covent Garden, for instance, was the daring ridiug of Jennie 
O'Brien ; and here, now, she really excels herself riding and fa 
thirty-two horses, which fly past with her among them at fu 
gallop, one of the most exciting episodes you ever beheld. 

Another feature—and there is about ita great deal that is ver 
strange and odd—is the picturesque representation of a wild Aral 
camp; and there is one young Arabess who flings herself body 
and soul into a dance in a way that should arouse the flame of 
love in the 
heart of the 
male onlooker 
un betrothed. 
Also is to be 
seen some good 
business with a 
real live railway 
train full of 
French _ sol- 
diers, and at- 
tacked by the 
wild untamed 
Arabs afore- 
said, whose 
horses go quite 
as fast, and 
faster, than the 
steam engine. 

The Morocco 
Jumpers, | cer- 
tainly must al- 
low, can jump 
pretty proper, 
and there’s an 
elephant that 
waltzes and 
keeps better 
time than the 


M. Houcke shows Tootsie round. 


Hon'ble Billy, Se SS 

and 8 comic) =. -->SSSoao Sea 
clown dog who TALE JERKS LS TA Od ily AZ = 
really ought to Arab dancing girls, 


be taken on as 

understudy at one of the big London houses in case anything 
should happen to the human clown there two-legged. And, by-the- 
bye, [ must not forget the pig, either—the Harlow pig—a remark- 
able animal, which may be seen but cannot be described. M. Houcke, 
F.0.8., was very kind to me, and showed me over the establishment. 

My friend, Buffalo Bill, having torn himself away, taking with 
him a lock of my hair (not to mention those of Tottie Goodenough, 
Lardi Longsox, and the rest of the Frivolity Chorus, some duchesses 
and other ladies of high degree, a few mistresses of Sunday schools, 
and a couple of Salvation Captains), the advent of the wild Arabs 
will possibly, to some extent, tend to soothe the ruffled bosoms of 
the female population of this bereaved city. Bill, | understand, is 
going, with his injuns and cowboys, on a sort of grand tour. 

The first night at Olympia I was favourably impressed by a 
Roman racer of symmetrical proportions, aud of course, naturally 
enough, remarked upon the fact and pointed it out to Bob. On 
which, 1f you please, that unhappy, undersized nobleman chose to 


{\ agi 
\ AES \ 


take offence, and striking one of his famous penny-plain-and-two- 
pence-coloured attitudes, put on the expression of an enraged 
turnip radish and said, “ Beware!” 

“ Be where I like, and do what I like,” said I. 

If Bob wants to break off with me, let him! I's. sure I don't 
care! I do hate long «engagements ! 


TWENTY SILVER 


KEYLESS WATCHES 


Given WAY 
EVERY WEEK. 


THE “SLOPER” WATCH. 


Guaranteed to keep perfect time. 


With thie week's “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- HOLIDAY.” 
TWENTY “SLOPER” WATCHES 
will be given away to Purchasers of the Paper only, 
Each watch will have engraved upon it a saithful likeness of 


A. SLOPER, Esq., Friend of Man, Cut out and pill i 
pate fie Pilg oe 2 ub ous and fill in the Label 


THE “SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperics,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


*SLOPER’” WatTCH 
COMPETITION. 


"Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday,” November 12th, 1887. 
Name........... 
Address... 


THE 


Age. 


Occupation, if any 


How many times applied . 


How long a Purchaser of} 
the “Half-Holiday" \~ 


The results of each week's Competition will be published in” ALLY 
SLOPER'S HAL¥F-HOLIDAY.” Tie list for this week's Competition 
will close on Wednesday evening next, November 16th, 1887. The 
Result of the Competition of November bth, 1887, will be published 
in the “HALF-HOLIDAY” for November 19th, 1887. 


*.” Specimen “ SLOPER ” WATCHES are on view at “ The Sloperies.” 


66th WEEK. 
RESULT OF OCTOBER 29th COMPETITION, 


The following Twenty Applicants hare bven awarded 


“SLOPER” WATCHES: 


1, FRED CARLOS, Comedian, 27 Angus Street, New Cross. Age, 32 years. 
Subscriber—since commencement, LONDON. 
2, EVELYN ROSE, 94 Beaufoy Road, Lavender Hill, Battersea, Age, 28 
Fears. Subscriber—24 years, LONDON, 
3. WALTER RADCLIFFE, Dock Foreman, 103 St. Paul's Road, Burdett 
Road. Aye, 22 years. Subscriber—2 years, 9 months, LONDON. 
4. WILLIAM HUNTER, Weaver, 7 Park Street. Age, 34 years, Subscribe} 
—16 months. ALVA. 
5. R. LOWRY, Schoolboy, Grammar School. Age, 14 years. Subscriber— 
3 years, APPLEBY. 
6. WILLIAM J. LEVER, Clerk, 1. & 8. W. Railway Station. Awe, 17 years. 
Subscriber—6 months, 3 weeks. DOWNTON., 
7. JOHN J. RICHARDSON, Smith, Cherry Tree Lane. Age, 41 years. Sub- 
scriber—3 years, 2 months, NORTH WALSHAM. 
& DAVID CLARKSON, Labourer. Age, 25 years. Subscriber—10 months, 
2 weeks. TETTRINGTON, 
9. GERTRUDE BRADFORD, 13 Whittlesea Road. Age, 15 years. Subscriber 
2 years. THORNEY. 
10. JAMES PRESTWOOD, Miner, 4 Forge Row, Aberaman, Age, 5+ years. 
Subscriber—20 months. ABERDARE, 
11. J. F. GRADWELL, Commercial Traveller, “ Royal Oak” Hotel. Age, 24 
years. Subscriber—since commencement. CHORLEY. 
12. EDWARD FENN, College Servant, 2 Caius Terrace, Caius Street. Age 
40 years. Subscriber—24 years. CAMBRIDGE. ° 
13. STANLEY M. TOWNSEND, Schoolboy, Park House School. Age, 14 years. 
Subscriber—since commencement. GRAVESEND. 
14. JOSEPH GREEN, Plumber, St. Catherine's. Age, 21 years. Subseriber— 
23 months, 2 weeks. GUILDFORD. 
15. ALFRED WILDIN, 8 Welbeck Street. Age, 16 years, Subscriber—3 
years, KILMARNOCK, 
16. H. MERRICK, Innkeeper, “ Bull's Head,” High Street. Age, 47 years. 
Subscriber—regular, from first. POOLE. 
17, GEORGE WOODs, Railway Clerk, Haughley. Age, 20 years. Subseriber— 
2 years, 44 weeks, STOWMARKET. 
18. JOHN TULLY, Stud Groom, Cefn. Age, 37 years. Subscriber—over two 
years. ST. ASAPH. 
19, FRANCIS MORTON, Marine Engineer, 89 Whithy Street. Age, 23 years. 
Subscriber—since commencement. WEsT HARTLEPOOL, 
20. ALFRED BLAKE, Miller, 1 Leigh Terrace, Leigh Road. Age, 25 years. 
Subscriber—nearly 3 years, WIMBORNE, 
————————S=__—— a ———— —— 


“THE STORES.” 

An extract srom a letter from Miss Julia S**th to her sister. 
You ask me to tell you the pleasures I’ve had : 

Well, I've been to a concert, a play, and a ball ; 
But indeed, my dear sister, in truth | must add 

There's a joy which to me far surpasses them all. 
Believe me, the nicest, the charmingest treat— 

Though superlatives, darling, my nature abhors ; 
But never, no never, the pleasure you'll beat— 

Is arun up to London to shor at the Stores. 
Believe, oh! believe me, my preciousest Grace, 

You buy ev’rything there, at a coach to a pen; 
There's cheeses, tobacco, silk, pickles, and lace, 

And, oh! ever so many such charming young men! 
Oh! had I a husband—and Sam must soon pop— 

For I know, yes, I know, that he fondly adores— 
I'll make the condition that weekly he'll shop— 

The sweet, innocent darling—up here at the Stores. 
My dear, if a purchase you wish to effect, 

ou first choose what you want, then by strength force your way 

To a boy ina box, where your order is checked, 

And from him to another your money to pay. 


And thus, my own Grace, on the different floors 

You can spend a whole day, dear—indeed, it’s quite true ; 
These charming, delightful, delicious, pet Stores 

So weil fill up your time—when you've nothing to do, 


signed with the usual signature, and accomepan ted bia stamped addressed 

1 letters must be directed to— 

“ALLY SLOPER'S GRAPHOLOGIST,” 
“THE SLOPERIFS,” 

99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 
Anawers rill be posted direct to the addresses giren on Envelopes, No notice 
will be taken of anycommunication not comp! ning with the abore requiations, 
Ansirers cannot be guaranteed within fourteen days, but wtll be forwarded 

as early as possible, 


IN THE “HIGHWAY.” 


——~—— 


THE “Blue Parrot ” is a dancing shop in Ratcliffe Highway. If 
you like the smell of dirt, rum, gin, sawdust, gas, and whatnot | 
advise you to go 
there. Sailors are 
supposed to be 
very good now-a- 
days. For my 
part I don’t see 
that ge a bit 
better than ever 
they were. 

A girl in sailor 
clothes, with a 
flag in each band, 
was singing the 
“Union Jack of 
Old England.” 
She got plenty of 
applause. — Then 
she did a break- 
down of the best 
Parisian sort, try- 
ing her best to 
bring the toes of 
her boots as near 
to the smoke- 
grimed ceiling as 
she could. 

She was styled 
in the coarse play- 
bill or programme 
as Miss Polly 
Montmorency. 

Two sailors had 
come into the 
place. One was 
very drunk, the other was quite sober, 

The drunken one blundered his way all round the room before 
he found a seat that suited his wayward fancy. Then, tumbling 
into it, beckoned to his companion, who had remained somewhat 
awkwardly just inside the door, When he joined his tipsy friend 
the latter said, 

é ‘Ain't it prime. It licks the old shop at Melbourne into 
ts.” 

The sober one answered, 

“T used to like this sort of thing, once, Joe; but I hate it now, 
I had too much of it years ago.” 

“Lor’ love yer, Jack,” said Joe, “but this is better than seeing a 
feller doing a cellar-tlap in the foke'sell to another chap's whist- 
ling, or singing ‘shanties’ in the ‘trades’ under the Southern Cross, 
Give me the old country after all, for a spree ashore.” 

“Yet you are one of the first to growl at the sharks ashore, 
when you've been cleared out of all your rhino.” 


Singing the * Union Jack of Vid England.” 


As they were 
speaking Miss 
Polly Montmor- 
ency came _ from 
the stage, and went 
to serve behind 
the bar close by 
where they were 
sitting. That was 
the way artistes 
made their living 
at the “Blue Par- 
rot.” They charged 
threepence each for 
“penny smokes ;” 
and if they sang 
well and danced 
well they sold 
weil, 

“That's a slap- 
up lass, Jack,” said 
Joe the drunken 
sailor to his sober 
friend; “she’s 
about as taut as 
they make ’em, 
barrin’ a bit Dutch 
built.” 

Joe turned his 
eyes towards the 
girl As he did 
so both their eyes 

“You thought I was a flighty fuvi." met. I fancy that 

the girl paled 

even under her goudly supply of rouge. The drunken sailor had 
fallen into a drunken sleep. 

en the sober sailor wrest upto Miss Polly Montmorency, who 
ba 

“So you left me eight years ago, Jack, because you thought I was 
a flighty fool.” 

“Yes,” said the sailor, sadly. 

“1 wasn’t in the least bad—I mean then—and I loved rum better 
than you, Jack. That drove me to being here. I heard you went 
wrong a bit, tho’ you’ve seemed to pall yourself together. I was 
very fond of you, Jack,” and she smiled; “and I don’t want you to 
buy any of my threepenny cigars. You might see me on my way 
home, to-night, though.” 

At twelve o'clock she came out. 

“ Jack,” she said, as they walked along the Highway, “1 suppose 
you are pretty 
tired of the sea.” 

“Iam, very,” 
said Jack, They 
were standing on 
the canal bridge 
in the moonlight. 

“I've made a 
bit of money,” she 
said, “and I'm 
tired of my _ life, 
Talways liked you 
best, and it was 
your fault if I fell 
awaya bit. Marry 
me, I’1l make 
you a good wife, 
that I swear. I've 
got enough to 
start a beer-house, 
Perhaps it would 
be better for both 
of us.” 

Jack shook his 
head. 

“It's a bit of 
an experiment.” 
he said, but not 
as if he objected 
to the idea. 

Miss Polly 
Montmoreney 
was never seen 
again inthe “Blue 
Parrot.” Jack and his wife stuck to business, They even made a 
big fortune. They have retired, and live ina suburban villa, with 
a big lawn in front, 

Mrs, Jack has even grown intensely respectable—painfully so, 


“Lan Ged of ny tie" 
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A HUNTIN MOST 


INCIDENT 


Sportsman (to lady). It's slow work this drawing, all the live-long day, blank after blank, : 
Diana. Oh, you're sure to find though, now, for Papa fired at a fox here yesterday, and missed him. _ 


S\ 


1. On the night of the 8th of November, 1887, I 
Boggles, thought I went to bed, but somehow found 
myself in the street. “What are you doing with 
those ?” said I toa man with a ladder and a peculiar 
implement with a bit of lighted tow at the end. 
“Vy, lighting the lamps, 0’ course," said he. “ What, 
gas?" said I. “No, ile!" And he went away mut- 
tering about new fandangle notions. 
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TIT FOR TAT. 


Loving Son. T guess I'll make Pa jump when he wakes up. | 
Mule Parent (whois awake). And I guess I'll make you jump —| 
when I get my hand round your ear, [Son vanishes. | 


PI Ma vty ey | 


4. Just then an old-fashioned-looking gentleman on 


A TALE OF THE NIN 


2. A little later an old fellow with a stout stick and 
a lantern passed, and remarked rather loudly that it 
was half-past twelve, and a fine night. “You are 
right, my friend,” I replied ; “it is a fine night, and 
thank you. I have my Sloper Watch, and can tell the 
time; and Iam not deaf.” “None o' your jokes, my 
Lge cried he, “or I'll lock ye in the watch- 

jouse.” 


5. I wandered on, and encountered a lady and 


Sergea 
little, so as to allow us to measure you ; or perhaps you will 
oblige by laying full length on the ground. 


TH; OR FIFTY YEARS AGO. 


(Saturday, November 12, 1887, 


A LIKELY RECRUIT. 
nt. My dear fellow, you must really lower yourself a 


8. Talking of time, it seemed to go very fast, for I 
found it was now broad day, and a sailor came tack- 
ing along the pavement. 1 got into conversation with 
him, and asked if he didn't think torpedoes terrible 
things. “Ay, my lad,” he replied ; “ we hooked a rare 
one off the coast of Guinea last voyage.” 1 noted he 
wore a pigtail. Strange! 


6. I rushed, bewildered, against a drunken Irish hodman. 


“Hooroo for Ould Oireland, an’ down wid the invader!” 
cried he. “Then it ts the year '87 7” said I. “'37 ve mean, 
ye spalpeen!" he shouted, “an’ hooroo for O'Connor!” 

‘hen I awoke singing, for it was the day of the Lord 
Mayor's Procession, the 9th of November, 1887. 


gentleman dressed ina style of fifty years back, 
and they were talking, with beaming faces and 
with great animation, of the young Queen. For 
the first time I noticed my coat was very high in 
the collar and my hat of a peculiar shape. 
Astonishing! Was T reslly living in a past age ? 


a grey horse rade slowly by. “Good gracious !” I ex- 
claimed to the sailor, “ how like the old Duke of Wel- 
lington!” “Why, ye lubber,” cried Jack, “'tis the 
Dook !" and he took off his hat and waved it, which 
the gentleman acknowledged by touching his hat 
| with two fingers. What did it all mean? 


GENEROU: 
Stern Parent, Want me to give you sixpence to goto the © ©§_ _—_————— l 


Lord Mayor's Show! What's become of that sixpence I gave 
you last Saturday week, you extravagant puppy ? Answer me! 


| 
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WITHOUT, THERE! 


The pupils of Mr, MeMouther, one of the ablest of the teachers at the New School for Acto 3, THE LITTLE GOOSE. 
send him a walkingestick, Do they—a—mock me—a? (Slow thunder and curtain. ‘Yootste’s idea of a dress for the cold weather. 


j { A NICE OLD MAN. 

: Stubbles. Confound this rain! And just as I've had a bath, 
‘ too. I might have stripped and had one here if I'd known, 
and thus saved the tanner. Just my luck! 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Well, how are you all this week, friends? As sprightly as ever, 1 hope. How does this weather suit your delicate constitutions? If badly, try what effect these mouth-waterers have on you.—“#roth 
fora pauper, awful cheek, Dye take me fora baby weak” ?—He snatched the bag and ran away, Nine thousand pounds were lost that ang, Gaitahel ler will out's a proverb true, The boatmen will their crimes 
nN im no doubt it wasa change :—His poor wife's head he tried to 


now rue :—The doctor drew back in affright, It wasa very funny sight :—Moore ina Law Court! Well, ‘twas strange, Though for 
smash, The cruel brute deserves the lash :—The sculling match in Yankeeland, Teemer won with lots in hand.—Well, good-bye, all, for the present, Be careful with your “ brass.” Don’t spend too much. 
Remember Christmas draws nigh.——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


THE Bo UgUET FIEND “AGAIN: 


THE GREAT UNEMPLOYED. 
Scraggy. But, sir, I assure you I have not done a day's work for 
ea 


years, 
Floppy. Stay! Do not sully thy vile tongue with any more 
detestable Hes, Did I not see you the other day blacking your own 
boots? and yet you ask to become a member of the Great Unem- 
ployed, Away, vile man, away ! 
x = lh - zs —_-s 
} Considerable ecthusiaeny alerr Zeidlers teeth 
The trumpet ealls -m love away foreed through the back. of tis head . 
(Trombone Herr ze idler ) 


Ss - 
And : the bout uel hadnt caucht the stick ' 


that held ~ the lid of the piano us NY Schemninetharn 7, 
wouldnt have been walking about atts mona | i 


x 


Madame F[ntomete. ie 


terh ng, sings 


with bis bead wo a shne 


. 4 

Me own true love * Nore enthusiasm 
Thin ny. Stouty, my dear fellow, you are crushing my ribs in. 
sant te Sus what T want to do, confound yer, then I nn 
§ e to pay the fiver Towe yer! (Aloud). Only showin 
my affection, Thinny, my deur boy, " : o aaa 


| 
A NOBLE EMBRACE. | 


J 

is is a ey ea Se Ss --—-- ; ¢ 

“ BOUQUET, a nosegay.”—WEBSTER, “BOUQUET FIEND, a wretch for whom boiling in ofl would be too easy a death." —ZEIDLEK. | ld 
“ Right you are."—SCHEMMERHORN, § 


| 


a 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 
ee 

THE French papers are becoming as bright as those published by 
our American friends, The Parisian Figaro has just published a 
long account of the 
suicide of M. Wilson, 
A lively French scribe 
went on to describe 
how that gentleman 
was found suspended 
by his ribbon, the 
Legion of Honour, 
and when cut down 
was found to have 
heen dead some time, 
Then came a_ post- 
script: “At the last 
moment we learn that 
the news of the death 
of M, Wilson is in- 
exact. Still,” con- 
tinues the Figaro 
merrily, “his death 
would go far to efface 
his faults. 

** 

HAVE you seen it 
yet? What! youmnay 
ask. Why, that in- 
imitable picture by 
Herman Phillips, en- 
titled “The Tempta- 
tion of St. Anthony, 
and the Maidens at the Well,” to be seen at the Guardi and Conti- 
nental Gallery, 1] Haymarket. All the male portion of the Family 
have visited it at least half a dozen times, and Billy and the Dook 
are trying to raise money preparatory to asking the authorities to 
part with it; but as yet they have not been able to scrape up more 
than five shilliugs between them. 

~ * 
* 

UNCLE Borrtn has heard of a curious little incident which will 
do much to strengthen the proverbial superstition of our sailors, in 
connection with the missing gunboat, Wasp. When that ill-fated 
vessel was setting forth upon her last cruise, an alarming discovery 
was made, The ship's cat was missing, There is no more unlucky 
portent than this. The sailors looked anxiously for pussy, but she 
could not be found, and the Wasp went without her, “Why the 
absence of the cat should be unlucky is not explained, but Uncle 
Boftin knows that “rats desert a sinking ship,” and probably the 
cat, in the discharge of her duty, goes after them, 

as 

Poor John Donovan, an Irishman, walked a few days ago to 
Marlborough House and knocked at the door, When it was 
opened he begged particularly to be al- 
lowed to see the Princess Beatrice. He 
was informed that she was not in London, 
and he replied that he had sent a telegram 
to her making an appointment for that 
evening. This convinced the constable 
that John Donovan needed someone to 
take care of him, so he was trotted off, 
On being brought into the dock John told 
the magistrate the same tale, and said that 
he had come up to London on a visit to 
see the Princess Beatrice, an assertion 
which, of course, resulted in his being re- 
manded. If Johnny will come down here 
after his release, we will give him a dis- 
tinguished place among our relics. 

“* 


* 

“THE New Lancers,” by R. M. Compton, 
and “Patricia,” a waltz composed by C, 
Richard Duggan, have been received by 
Tootsie. They are both excellent in their 
way, and will be very useful for the Sloper 
Pianist to play at the series of parties 
which Tootsie contemplates giving this 
Christmas, ae 

* 


THE young gentleman, rejoicing in the 
name of William Higgins, who was re- 
cently sent to prison at Edinburgh for 
stealing Mr. Irving’s bow-wow, has no 
connection with the Bill Higgius who is so intimately known to 
the noble Family of Sloper. The latter Bill Higgins would certainly 
think it beneath his dignity, and an insult to the profession, to run 
away with any ordinary dog. The Mr. Irving, too, is not the eminent 
actor and F.O.8., but a publican of Juniper Green, 

-_* 


* 
AT atime when London Hospitals are crowded with scarlet fever 
tients, it is nota little disquieting to find a case where the out- 

break of scarlet fever in the family of a clergyman can be traced to 
the spreading of mould in the garden froma part of the adjoining 
churchyard, where a number of victims of scarlet fever had been 
buried thirty years before. After this A. SLOPER pines to live in 
his balloon, and have his “ Unsweetened ” sent up réd telephone, 
= * 
* 

THis is good news, Great Britain, below its surface, possesses a 
broad street of petroleum forty miles broad, two miles long, and 
eight feet thick, so says Mr. Durie, and on the strength of the 
statement the Only Original is boring a little hole down through 
his back yard, and expects by this means to get richer much 
quicker than by handing round the plate at a harvest festival, 

~*~ * 


» 

THE Eminent is glad to see his old friend, Harry Neville, hack 
again on the London stage,and compliments him on securing such a 
capital theatre asthe St. James's, 
to make his re-appearance at. We 
ean ill spare such an accom- 
plished and finished actor from 
our midst, not even for the sake 
of our country cousins, The 
Witch is the piece selected by 
this versatile actor to fetch the 
great B. P., and with the assis- 
tance of Sophie Eyre, the play 
goes merrily asa marriage bell, 

* 


* 

BrrtTon Green, the 
new lessee of the Elephant 
and Castle theatre, seems 
to be doing capital business 
with his revivals of good old 
plays, ALLY dropped in to see 
» Proved Truc, the other night, 
and really felt quite skiddish 
over that capital drama, Keep 
on Green, old boy. dish up 
your good spicy plays, fill the 
honse as well as vour pocket, 
and ALLY will know ie to 
borrow a pound or two when 
he requires it, 

** 


Lorn Ron alwass did take 
the liveliest interest in pet ani- 
mals, monkeys especially, and 
is glad to learn that the gorilla 
at the Zoo is recovering from 


its shyness before strangers, Tottie Goodenough, the other dav, 
fed it freely upon pomegranates, its favourite fruit, and it was not 
at all afraid of her, Tottie is immensely proud of this fact. 


| this tax ia to be imposed in order 


| children, It suggests, in fact, that 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 
ACCORDING toa fashion journal greatly in favour amongst the 
ladies “ There will be a little change in furs this winter.” This is 
indeed true, with a great bitter- 
ness, So little is the change out 
of a ten-pound note when the 
sweeterand fairer half of creation 
goes to buy a fur, that it would 
not be sufficient to satisfy the 
crossing-sweeper who occasion- 
ally rests and is thankful at 
Ludgate Circus crossing, Poor 
down-trodden womeu ; why can't 
she have an unlimited supply of 
money to dress as she thinks 
proper. We wonder how that 
would be. e © 
*- 


Mr. Fuuter, of Albert Em- 
haukment, perceived a strong 
smell of gas on the ground floor 
of his house, so proceeded to light 
up the gas in the front room, and 
then that inthe back room, He 
then procured some steps and 
applied a light to the chandelier 
joint at the ceiling. Clever Mr. 
Muller! Heand four of his family 
are now in hospital, 

ror 


* 
TomMMY JENKINS appears to 
have kleptomania badly, He was 
in the company of a sailor at 
Hereford, who had just returned 
from a voyage, and not satisfied 
with stealing a silver watch and 
several other articles, he went the length of appropriating the poor 
seaman’s monkey. Thomas will spend the next ten months in 
prison, where he will have plenty of time to reflect on the fact that 
a prudent man had better leave the watches and monkeys belong- 

ing to other people severely alone. 

e.* 

* 

WE have often had cause to comment, in these columns, of 
eel sigal names appearing in peculiarly incongruous places. A 
hutler named Holy recently made an appearance at Marlborough 
Street, charged with stealing a pennyworth of ale from “Uncle 
Tom's Cabin” beer-house, It appears that the accused helped him- 
self to some beer from a bark and tnen playfully proceeded to 
kuock the landlord about. The aceused contended that it was a 
peculiarity of the house that customers could help themselves, if 
they chose todo so. Therefore the house can, in the future, count 
upon McGooseley’s loving support. The Holy one, in the end, was 
ordered to keep the peace for six months, 

.* 
* 

VIENNA is progressing. The Austrian capital has presented a 
singular petition to the Municipal Council. It proposes that in 
order to provide permanent relief 
for pauper school children, there 
shall bea tax on bachelors, Every 
bachelor upon our staff, and we 
number some wonderful specimens 
of that curiosity, are already shak- 
ing in their shoes, There isa wicked 
suggestiveness in the phrase that 


to procure relief for pauper school 


lachelors occasionally shirk their 
obligations, But the subject is 
too painful, We will pursue it no 
further. ee. 

* 


SMOKERS should take a Iesson 
from thead venture of a Mr. Wilson. 
Two boys purchased “a maroon,” 
a gay firework of the bomb order. 
But though the “maroon” was 
secured, the juveniles were without 
matches, aad appealed to Mr. Wil- 
son toassist them in their difficulty. 
The unfortunate man does not seem 
to have quite understood the nature 
of the “maroon,” which he at- 
tempted to light with the pipe he 
was smoking, the result being an // 
explosion which nearly jerked the / 
whole neighbourhood beyond J 


the North Pole, and separated 
the innocent cause of mS) \ 


disaster from his hair and 
eyebrows. Politeness is an 
invaluable personal quality, \ 
but those who practise it ZB 
should give little boys with fireworks an extremely wide berth. 
*-* 
7 


THOSE gay dawgs, McNab and McGooeeley, have lately been 
fairly caught up in the whirl of gaiety. At the Beresford Assembly 
Rooms, situate in classic Camberwell, they assisted at Clarence 
Beaumont’s benefit. His friends, they observed, gave himaregular 
bumper. Serve him right—he deserved it. They next tackled 
what McNab called a “snoosh takken concert.” McGooseley said 
it was a “booze stowing concert,” but the programme described it 
asa “smoking concert.’ This was held at Cannon Street Hotel, 
and was greatly to their liking. During an interval in the singing, 
the Sportsman's handsome Challenge Cup was presented to the 
Dartmouth Cricket Club, the members of which have won champion 
honours during the past season. They concluded their peregrina- 
tions by attending the Holloway Swimming Club’s display. Here 
the Eminent’s old pal, A. E. France, was unlucky in finishing second 
to W. Henry in the Exhibition Race of 210 Yards, McGooseley 
says he would rather attend a swimming bath than a theatre, then, 
if fire broke out, he could have the choice either of drowning him- 
self or being burned to deaih. Tleasant consolation this, isn’t it / 

* 
* 

JOHN EGGLETON has worshipped in the court of Bacchus once 
too often, As he was walking homewards, after a prolonged round 
of festivities, Eggleton, it appears, lifted - 
up a boy named William Tyndall from 
the ground and neatly dropped him over 
a railway bridge, concussion of the brain 
resulting, and it is by no means certain 
whether the unfortunate little f-llow will 
live. People who cannot dally with the 
spirit of the grape, or its more general 
substitute, without feeling an inclination 
to drop small boys over railway bridges, 
ought to join the Blue Ribbon Army 
without any undue delay. 


* 

WHAT on earth is a poor widower with 
a family of children to do in such circum- 
stances as those of Samuel Jennett? 
Samuel has to get up at half-past 
five to go to his work, and lock his 
children in the room for the day. 
If he fails to lock them in they run 
into the street, and ultimately get 
run into the workhouse, Last time 
he left the door unlocked, he found 
his offspring in detachments in three different workhonses, And 
now the School Board are at him because the brats don’t attend 
school, A, SLOPER is sincerely sorry for Samuel. 


(Saturday, November 12, 1887, 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING NOVEMBER 197TH, 1887, 
—— 

18th November, 1647.—In the crypt of Buttevant Abbe 
are piled up in regular order the bones of those gallant Tea 
who fell at Knocknanos (the Hill of the Fawn) on the above date 
Here Lord Inchiquin met Lord Taaf, who commanded the Irish 
army. Four thousand men fell on the field and in the pursuit 
Their bones remained for nearly a century and a half on the ground. 
when they were tirst removed to the cemetery, and subsequently tuo 
the crypt of the abbey, On examining these bones, many of them 
may be found with the deep gashes made by the broadswords, soni 
almost severed half through; indentations made by bullets ar. 
rails in the skulls, and other indications of a hardly contest. 

ttle. 

13th November, 1817.—Curran, a man of great wit and flowin: 
eloquence, who died this day at Brompton, was once defending an 
attorney's bill of costs before Lord Clare. “ Here now,” said ti... 
judge, “is a tiagitious imposition ; how can you defend this item, 
Mr. Curran? ‘To writing innumerable letters, £100." “Why. iy 
lord,” said Curran, “nothing can be more reasonable, Jt is not 1, 
penny a letter.” And Curran’s reply to Judge Robinson is exquisit.. 
in its way. “I'll commit you, sir,” said the judge. “I hope you 
never commit a worse thing, my lord!” retorted Curran, 


14th November, 1875.—The museum at Dundee was entered 
during this night by thieves, who carried off a dessert service 0; 
solid silver of the value of £600, together with a large quantity of 
jewellery and a number of valuable vases, which had been lent by 
the Committee of the South Kensington Museum. A man named 
Peter Graham, well known to the police, was taken into custody, 
He denied having been actually engaged in the robbery, but offered 
to produce the stolen property on payment of £100, and on con- 
dition that he should not be prosecuted, A cheque was given to 
him, whereupon he gave information which led to the discovery of 
the property, in an old railway tunnel about halfa mile from th 
town. 

14th November, 1839—The Globe of this date says :—* Th. 
‘For’ Inn at Westborough, near Berkeley, on the roadside from 
Gloucester to Bristol, was kept by ‘Old Ingram’ in 1839, the only 
survivor of three of the Aoyal George. In that year he was still 
hale and hearty, though much advanced in life. He was nearest to 
one of the port-holes when she capsized, and was shot out without 
injury. He rescued a female who also floated.” 


15th November, 1741.—John Caspar Lavater, the physioy- 
nomist, was born this day at Zurich. A certain traveller once showed 
two portraits to Lavater, which he had never seen before. One was 
the portrait of an infamous highwayman, who was broken upon the 
wheel for his crimes ; the other was the portrait of the founder oi 
the critical philosophy. Lavater was asked which of the two he 
supposed to be the phicwopters. Having looked at them for some 
time, he took the highwayman’s portrait to be Kant’s, and said, 
“There can be no doubt in this case, for here one sees profonnd 
penetration in the eye, and that caps cious forehead which denotes 
the man of deep reflection ; here is depicted the mind that can com- 
bine cause and effect—that can separate cause from effect ; here are 
analysis and synthesis. Now the calm thinking villain is so well 
expressed in the other, that it needs no comment.” It is said that 
Kant himself used gleefully to relate this anecdote, which so well 
illustrates the risks of readers of temperament and character. 

15th November, 1793.—General John Nicholas Houchard was this 
day guillotined at Paris, Some say it was on the 17th. 


16th November, 1797.—Frederick I]. of Prussia, who died 
this day, had always about him several smal! English greyhounss ; 
but of these only one was in favour at a time, the others being 
taken merely as companions and playmates to the fondling. A- 
these greyhounds died, they were buried on the Terrace of Sans 
Souci, with the name of each on a gravestone, and Frederick, in his 
will, expressed his desire that his own remains might be interred 
by their side—a parting token of his attachment to them, and of 
his contempt of mankind, On this point, however, his wishes 
were not complied with. 

16th November, 1803.—William John Thoms, the antiquary, who 
was born this day, printed the following anecdote from Ms. Hart. 
6395, of the seventeenth century. It is not in the first edition of 
“Joe Miller's Jests,” but has found its way into the more modern 
ones, “A Draught Horse.—A echolar riding his horse into the 
water to drink, scarce up to the fetlock, one wished him to go in 
deeper, lest he drowned his horse. * Hang him, jade,’ says he ; ‘let 
him drink up this first.’” 


17th November, 1559,—At a tournament held on this the 
first anniversary of Queen Elizabeth to the throne, Sir Henry Lev, 
of Quarendon, made a vow of chivalry that he would annually, on 
the return of that auspicious day, present himself in the tilt-yard. 
in honour of the queen, to maintain her beauty, worth, and dignity 
againet all comers, unless prevented by age, infirmity, or other 
accident. Elizabeth having graciously accepted Sir Henry as her 
knight and champion, the powilisy and gentry of the court, incited 
by so worthy an example, formed themselves into an honourabl+ 
society of Knights’ Tilters, which, yearly assembling in arms, held 
a grand tourney on each successive 17th of November. 

17th November, 1823.—Thomas, Lord Erskine, lawyer, orator, 
and wit, who died this day, was once reproached with his porn, 
sity of punning, and was told that puns were the lowest ind of 
wit “True,” said he, “and therefore they are the foundation of 
all wit.” 

18th November, 1743.—James Jobson, farmer, a Kentish 
worthy, died this day at Waldershare, a village four miles nort h-west 
from Dover, aged 112, He had had seven wives, by whom he had 
38 children, 19 sons and 19 daughters. Farmer Jobson was more 
fortunate than good Dr. Robert Hoadly Ashe, who had 19 daugiiters 
but no son, Tom Dibdin has left us the following reminiscence ot 
the Doctor :— I had the pleasure of sitting next Dr. Ashe at dinner, 
when he began talking with, ‘As eleven of my daughters and | were 
crossing Piccadilly——’ ‘ Eleven of your daughters, Doctor?! l 
rather rudely interrupted. ‘Yes, sir, ’ rejoined the Doctor, ‘I have 
nineteen daughters all living: never had a son; and Mrs. Ashe. 
myself, and nineteen female Ashe plants, sit down one-and-twenly 
to dinner every day. Sir, I am smothered with petticoats.’ ” 


LINN AR Ok AaB Bic at ac a Len : 

19th November, 1609.—Anne of Denmark, Queen-Consort 
of James |., this day gave birth to her second gon, Charles 1. 0 
England. When James heard the news, he made the followin- 
speech :—“I first saw my wife on the 19th of November, on the 
const of Norway. She bore my son Henry on the 19th of February. 
my daughter Elizabeth on the 19th of August, and now she has 
given birth, at Dunfermline, to my second son on the anniversary 
of the day on which we first saw each other, the 19th of November. 
I being myself born on the 19th of June.” ¥ 

19th November, 1852.—There were sold of the Zimes on this day. 
containing an account of the Duke of Wellington’s funeral, 70,00 
copies, These were worked off at the rate of from 10,000 to 12,000 
an hour. During the week of the Duke's funeral there were issued 
by the Stamp Office to the newspaper press more than 2,000,000 of 


stamps, _— 
ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 


£150 will be paid by MR. GILBERT DALZIEL, the Pro- 
rietor of * ALLY SLOPER’s HALF-HoviDAy,” ¢? th: 


next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl (Railway Servants 
on duty excepted), who should happen to meet with his or her death 
ina Railway Accident, in any part of the United Kingdom. 
PROVIDED a copy of the current ixsue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HAL" 
Howipay ” is found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S HAL¥-HoLIDAY” és published every Lhurade! 
morning at 10 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, expiring at 10 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 
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Saturday, November 12, 1887.) 


A WARNING TO BACHELORS. 


WAS single, and age twenty- 


three, 
With a fondness for dear 
little Carry ; 
Soon wedded I thought | 
should be— 
Five-and-twenty’s the best 
age to marry. 


To wed was not just then my 
fate, 
I thought ‘twould be better 
to mat ; ‘ 
And settled, when just twenty- 


eight, 
That thirty’s the best age 
to marry. 
At thirty I made up my mind 
To ab to the eldest 
M Ty ; 
She refused me—I thought 
her unkind ; 
Thirty-five, though’s the 
best age to marry. 


1 offered my hand to Miss Joy— 
Was accepted—then jilted (ot Harry ; 
It’s nonsense to wed when a boy— 
Surely forty’s the best age to marry. 


Ten years later a helpmate I took, 
Cupid's darts I no longer could Vaal 
I proposed to and wedded my cook— 
‘or fifty’s the best age to marry. 
eee 


RECIPROCATION. 

SHE was a sweet, innocent, prety little thing, and when she was 
introduced to the Eminent the other evening, she observed with 
just the requisite amount of enthusiasm that is pleasant to a public 
man, “Oh, Mr. SLOPER, what an excellent likeness that is of yours. 
I sent to the office for one, and when it arrived, what do you think 
1 did? It was very wrong, I know, but I couldn't help it, I kissed 
it!” ALLY smacked his lips as he asked, “ And did it kiss you back 
again, my dear?” “Oh, no.” “Ah, then it was not like me,” ex- 
claimed the old man, with a wicked look in his eye. 


Each Week's Competition Complete in Itself. 


SLOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 


The Friend of Manis now giving Two Substantial Presents away 
every week to Purchasers of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY "— 
one tu a Lady, and one toa Gentleman, All that has to he done 
is to cut out and fill in the Label printed below, expressing a wish 
“what the Applicant is in want of,” and post it to :— 

ALLY’S “PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“The Sloperies,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 

*,* Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Envelope whether it isa Lady or Gentleman applying. 


SLOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 


“ Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” November 42th, 1887. 


Name eon 
Address ........... 


© Sloper Watches " will not be given. 
4lst WEEK. 


RESULT OF OCTOBER 20th COMPETITION. 
The following Applicants have been Awarded 
“sSLOPER PRESEBNTS.” 
1, MAUD HUGHES, Rockwood, WESTON-SUPER-MARE. 

A PARROT CAGE. 
2. HERBERT JOHN MUNCY, Wallingford Street, 
A MAGIC LANTERN. 


WANTAGE. 


TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


Advertisements, as under, will be inserted in this column free of 
charge, provided the Sender's Nameand Address are enclosed with the 
Advertisement, not for publication, but asa guarantee of good faith, 

Address—TOOTSIE, “ MATRIMONIAL AGENCY, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


ELL-EDUCATED YOUNG LADY, of gentle and loving dis- 

position, fond of home, would like to correspond with a gentleman 

of similar taste, with a view to matrimony. Advertiser has dark-brown 

hair, hazel eyes, and is 5 ft. 2 in. in height, and considered to have a good 

figure, She would not object to go abroad, All letters. treated with the 

strictest privacy, Photos exchanged. Address—“LITTLE NELL,” “ TOOTSIE's 
MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


A YOUNG LONDON ACTOR, aged 23, would like to correspond 

with a young lady about 19, Fair preferred. Please enclose photo, 
which will be returned. Address —“ CURLY,” “ TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL 
AGENCY,” “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


eS 
MARGUE RITE AND ROSIE would like to correspond with 
two nice young men, aged from 22 to 26. Both must be jolly and fond 

of home. Marguerite is tall, dark hair and eyes, Rosie, medium height, fair 
hair, blue eyes, Would make two loving wives. Address—* MARGUERITE OR 
non tei “TooTsIE's MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, 
sondon, E.C, 


JOREIGN GENTLEMAN, aged 30, some years in England, 

knowing several languages, and speaking English like an Englishman, 
good-looking, with private income of his own, and in a good position, wishes 
to make the acquaintance of an intelligent young lady of affectionate and 
cheerful disposition. Address, with phovo—* TOUJOURS,” “ TOOTSIE $s MATRI- 
MONIAL AGENCY,” “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


a aR = 
A YOUNG LADY, p-tite, with dark-brown hair and blue eyes, 

very musical, and possessor of n lovely voice, thoroughly domesticated, 
very amiable, and fond of children, wishes to correspond with a gentleman 
with a view to matrimony; must be 28 or 30. Photos exchanged. Address— 
“DOLLY,” “TooTsIE's MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “The Slopories,” 99 Shoo 
Lane, London, E.C. 


*." NOTE —Tootsie undertakes, free of charge and post-free, to 
forward unopened, to the parties interested, all letters received in 
reply to the abure advertisements, Advertisements already received, 
which do not appear above, will appear as soon as space admits, 


ALLY CLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


2. 


*,° It has come to the knowledge of A, SLOPER, Esq., F.0.M., that 
there are those who doubt the genuineness of the Letters published 
Srom numerous celcbrities acknowledging the receipt of his™ AWARD 
Or MERIT.” A, SLOPER, Esq., T.W.M., wishes toassure his patrons 
that every letter that has been published under the title of “THE 
Epitor'’s LETTER-Box” is bund fide, and a Prize of £100 and the 
“ AWARD OF MERIT” étself will be given to anyone who can prove 
the contrary, 


99 GREAT RUSSELL STREET, LonpDon, W.C., 
October 18th, 1887. 

Goop SLoPER,—I am afraid you must think me rude in not 
acknowledging the “ Award of Merit” before. 1 do not know how 
better to express my feelings as to the honour you have done me, 
than to ask leave of the authorities to substitute F.0.8. after my 
name for the G.M. to which [am entitled in shooting records. [.am, 
as mucii your friend as you are mine, RK. O. WARREN, 


Ferry Hovse, HAMPTON, October 19th, 1887. 
DERE ALLY SLOPER,—With great pride and plesure I beg ‘umbly 
to thank en for yure “ Award of Merit,” it is such a purty little 
pictur to look at. My frends all think it is a wonderfool wurk of 
art, and I pride it muchly, O great SLOPER. When you cum down 
‘ere again I'll take you out fora row; but, hang me it | don’t chuck 
yer out o’ the bote, ‘Ow about, that their jack you thawt you ‘ad 
cawt?) But, never mind, there is some more down ‘ere for you to 
get. I will tret you to some “ Unsweetened” when 1am in town 
agin, Again thanking you for the * Award of Merit,” Lam, most 

noble SLOPER, your most ‘umble reder, JIMMY LANGSHAW 
(Champion of the World, Canoe Chaser), 


94 JERMYN STREET, ST. JAMES's, October 20th, 1887, 
My DEAR ALLY SLOPER,—Thank you so much for the “ Award 
of Merit ;” it is, perhaps the first time [ ever preferred the “ Award” 
to the “ Reward.” Believe me, | fully reciprocate your kindly good 
wishes, and hope I shall always retain your friendship ane good 
opinion. SLoPeEr’s is the only “ HALF-HoLipDAy” | ever get, and 
I need hardly say how thoroughly wpe vd it. A fellow remarked, the 
other day, that he preferred a whole holiday. I said,“ Then why dou't 
you buy two?” 1 ment this asa joke. You may not, however, see 
the point of it. Pray accept the kind regards and best wishes of 

one who will always be pleased to sign himself, 
Faithfully yours, LEONARD BOYNE, F.O.s8. 


EGyptian HALL, Lonpon, W., October 22nd, 1887. 

My DEAR SLOPER,—Accept my sincere thanks for the great 
honour you have conferred upon me by granting me your “ Award 
of Merit” as “Champion Mystifier.” I cannot tell you how 
delighted I am to find that you are still alive and scheming. 

I did not credit the report that you had drowned yourself in a 
liquid to which you have the greatest aversion, but when the news 
reached me | at ouce ordered a monument to be erected to your 
memory, with an inscription setting forth your many virtues, 
This work of art will be unveiled at the Egyptian Hall shortly, and 
I trust your proverbial modesty will not prevent your being present 
at this auspicious ceremony to respond to the toast of the evening, 
which will be drunk in “ Unsweetened.” 

I remain, dear SLOPER, your fellow associate of spirits, 

J. N. MASKELYNE. 


OLYMPIC THEATRE, WYCH STREET, STRAND, 
October 23rd, 1837. 

DEAR ALLY,—The better the day, the better the deed, so I write 
to thank your august personage for sending me your magniticent 
token of approval, which [ shall value for your sake. 

Faithfully yours, AGNES HEWITT. 


F.O.s. 


The Eminent has this day conferred his 


AWARD OF MERIT 


upon the following Ladies and Gentlemen, the qualifications being 
stated beneath cach name :— 
La BELLE FATMA BEN-ENY, DAN O'CONNOR 
Because she's ALLY's own Tunisian Because he's ** Brighton Society,” and 
Beauty. does the lawn every Sunday. 


LAWRENCE DONOVAN, M 
: : 7 ARY RORKE 
Because he jumped off Waterloo a we a 
Bridge to oblige ALLY SLOPER. Because she ts seen in the “ Shadows. 
Dan GODFREY, CAPTAIN SHAW, 
Because he fires away. 


Because the Queen made hima 
dAeutenant. Dr, SURTEES SUMNER, 
WEEDON GROSSMITH, Because he's Doctor to “ The 
Because he extracts his brother Sloperies.” 
GODFREY TURNER, 


George's teeth. 
JosEr HoFrrman (aged 10), Because he's been a leading Jour- 
nalist for many years, 


Because he is a perfect marvel, 


Sir MOREL MACKENZIE, 
Because he looks down ALLY's throat | SUSIE VAUGHAN, 
every Monday morning. Because * The Barrister” suits her. 


“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, 

November 12th, 1887. i __ Fleet Street, London, E.C. 
THE ‘“SLOPER MEDAL FOR VALOUR” 
has this day been presented to 
WILLIAM MINGAY, 


for his gallantry in assisting to rescue the crew of the Dutch 
barque, Yminden, 


The following is a short account of the act, told in Mingay’s 
own words :—*! am the skipper of the fishing smack, Rival, L.T. 
428, owner G. H. Doughty, and there is a crew of tive thands all 
told. On Tuesday, October 1th, when about thirteen miles 8.S.E. 
of the Texel light, wind blowing a gale from the N., with very 
heavy sea, and_ under close reef mainsail, we sighted at daylight the 
barque, with three cone signals up, and flag of distress flying. I 
bore down to her, and the crew asked to be taken off, as the ship 
was ou her beam-ends—all sails blown away. | consulted with my 
crew as to whether it was prudent to launch the small boat, but we 
agreed to lay by, to see if the wind and sea abated. At 8 A.M. we 
launched the small boat, and succeeded in rescuing four of the crew 
and the captain’s wife ; but, unfortunately, our boat got “stove in” 
against the barque, and leaked very much. We got back to the 
smack, and hauled the boat aboard, aud temporarily repaired her 
with grease and canvas, and made a second journey, and succeeded 
in rescuing four more of the crew. The other portion (four) were 
too exhausted to assist themselves, and we made a third journey, 
and had to lower them one at a time by a rope intu our little boat. 
Watching our opportunity for each one, we got back to the Rival 
at 5 P.M., and laid by the barque for an hour and more; but the 
wind kept up and we found it useless, so made for Lowestoft, 
where we arrived safely.” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

FASHIONABLE INTELLIGENCE.—Golden hair has gone out ; it is 
now worn platted. 

A SEAFARING ventleman, visiting the Crystal. Palace the other 
day, observed that the Aquarium had a viry fishy appearance, 
and that it looked highly fin-ished, though its dimensions are cer- 
tainly somewhat cur-tailed, owing, no doubt, to the dog-tish. 

THE CrY OF CELESTIAL HYPOCRITES.—Cant-on. 

Woop NyMPHs.—Ladies'-school boarders. 

F1sH is very dear just now. Inthe winter-time you have only 
to go on the ice, and you can have a skate for nothing, 


ace 
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A HONEYMOON IN HIGHLOW TERRACE. 


(Commenced in No. 124.) 
—o—— 


CHAPTER XXXIX.—( Continued.) 


HAT can this mean? 

To come home the prey of anxiety, 
and with ruin staring one in the face, 
at three o'clock in the morning, tu 
find one’s house the abode of riot 
and debauchery! Distraction! as 
somebody says in sone play, 

We knock. The servant, after 
much delay, opens the door, and on 
seving us thanks goodness with much 
fervour, We ask the meaning of the 
lights, the musie, and the over- 
powering smell of tobacco. 

She says Mr. Mantowler has ar- 
rived, and brought a few friends to 
spend a quiet evening, 

1 inform Rose Anna that this is 
not to be borne, and am about to 
rush upstairs, when the servant de- 
tains me. She wants to know if she 
may speak to me, There is some- 

thing terribly mysterious in her manner, [ follow her on tiptoe 
into the scullery. 

She says, “Hush!” I hush, 

She says, in a thrilling whisper, “* They've been after you, 

Task, “Who?” 

She says I know. Tsay I don't, and I ought to know best whether 
T know, though she declares she knows that | know, (This sounds 
like a puzzle, but it’s all right, and will repay careful perusal), 

I insist on being tuld who has been after me. She winks, and 
says, * The bailiffs.” 

I am knocked all of a heap by this announcement. I don't 
exactly know what a bailiff is like, but [ fancy he must be the same 
sort of thing as a beefeater, and that [| am about to be removed to 
the Tower on account of the unknown misdeed at Couter and 
Phlimsey’s. 

Seeing my horror and figurative prostration, the tongue of our 
mysterious servant is unloosed. She continues, with marvellous 
rapidity, and without punctuation,— 

“ Yes sir and they got wiud somehow or other about the place as 
you'd a-bolted leastways as you'd gone off without paying nobody 
and all the tradesfolk’s been here a-cussin’ and a-swearin’ and 
a-leaving of their little bills and the perlice has been about the dog- 
tax and Mr. Morley he sent and said he'd thank you to settle that 
little matter of tifteen pun’ and Mr. Compo he came sir and he said 
as how he'd have his money out in blood or furniture or something 
and please sir there's a quarter's wages due to me and please I'd 
like to have it and please I'd like to leave this day month.” 

This is the news that greets me on my return to HL ghlow Terrace. 
Upstairs 
hear many 
voices declar- 
ing, “They 
are all very fine 
and large!” in 
@ manner induc- 
ing me to be- 
lieve that there 
can't be many 
full bottles left 
in my wine 

cera 

‘o upstairs, 

<na have a 
notion of sneak- 
ing off to 

without saying 
anything toany- 

y, leaving 

the riotous re- 
vellers in undis- 
puted — posses- 
sion; but Rose 
Anna objects to 
such cowardly 
conduct, she 
says, and ‘I en- 
ter the chamber 
of debauchery. 

As soon as 
my manly form 
is recoguized 
through the 
tobacco-smoke, [ am greeted with a shout of welcome. Glasses 
of intoxicating beverages are presented to me. 

I drink to drown care. I am called upon fora song. I commence 
the appropriate one of “The heart bowed down by weight of woe,” 
but am not allowed to conclude it. I am told I must either sing 
something comic, or stand a champagne breakfast. 

I wonder who's the master of this house. I don’t exactly know 
what happens next, but I wake on the floor, some hours afterwards, 
with a headache and the knowledge that { must go off at once to 
Couter and Phlimsey’s—in all probability to hear that I am dis- 
charged—and that unless I can obtain some money immediately to 
pay my clamorous creditors, I shall, iu all probability, pass the 
remainder of my life in a gloomy dungeon in the Tower, a per- 
manently insolvent debtor. 


CHAPTER XL. 
I TURN OVER A NEW LEAF, 


AT last the worst has come. 

Upon reflection however, | am not quite certain that it is the very 
worst. Atany rate, things are ina bad way so far, and if there is 
worse coming [ don't clearly see how | am to survive the suffering. 


Sho says, “ Hush !"” 


I sing, “ Tho heart bowed down.” 


When I reach the office I see at a glance that there is something 
dreadfully wrong. Onentering, I smile and nod to Tomkins. Instead 
of smiling and nodding back to me, Tomkins averts his gaze. 

(To be concluded nert week, ) 


— - 
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SOCIAL ENJOYMENT. 
pet ‘horus, Down with everything ' hurrah! 


AT THE LORD MAYOR'S BANQUET. 


Perky. Hi, Chumpo, you can't go into the banquet like 
that, you know; you've forgot to get your teeth out of 


pawn, You can't eat without ‘em, I'm sure. _ 


COMPARISONS ARE ODIOUS. 
“ Nice position for the father of a family serving out whelks 
at 1d. a trowel full,” soliloquised Cockles. “ It's worse than 
going in for journalism, and that's bad enough, I'm sure.” | 


sy fh 


Manager. Ob, cuss the letters, nothing else but asking 
for free passes. I guess I'll send out a few gallery tickets, 


perhaps that will uit’em. 


Lord Corky. Stand on one side, Menial; I'm invited by 
the Lord Mayor. Manservant (latd on for the occaston). 


No von don't, Corky ; 


London: Printed by DALZIEL 


tip out a bob, or you don't pass me. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: (€aturday, November 12, 1887, 
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4. When mamma-in-law came to see them, they had a little 
room prepared for her in one of the turrets. It was a pity she 


2. This was the South Tower hadn't been born a swallow, though. 


with a lovely view from the top. 
N.B.—The North Tower was the 
kitchen chimney. 


3. In the summer time, Mr. and Mrs. Coobiddy used to take 
tea on the battlements. It was quite feudal. 


rr The mechanical contri- 


‘vances were very ingenious; 
but the first night Coobiddy 


= p 
a Kee touched the wrong spring, and 
5. This is mamma-in-law 6. Coobiddy may here be observed studying the growth of sent Mrs. C. down into the 
to bed. Wasn't it a job, too, the elms and oaks in the forest that will be some day, if any- Secon instead of up into her 
room. 


Susan, the Coobiddy retainer ? thing grows up. 


ee 
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| a 
: A (K)NIGHT OF TERROR. 
| LONDON MIXTURE. Appears every year in the Lord 
| Extra hand from the Cookshop, Well, how can I keep all the dinners in my head, I should like to know? Mayor’s Show. Can be seen without 
| Is your third-floor rhubarb tart and melted butter ?—'’cause some one else has got something wrong if it isn’t. extra charge. ; ee 
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